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He had always had an eye for the unforeseeable repercussions, the
mysterious consequences, of our actions when we intervene in the
destinies of others, for no matter what good reasons.

His adversary was not slow in opening her attack. At first it was
confined to the only field in which she could come to grips with
him. Anti-clerical feeling was running high at that time. Together
with the schoolmaster of Baluzac and his wife, Hortense Voyod
set up a sort of committee of propaganda the activities of which very
soon extended to the whole neighbourhood. But in Baluzac itself
her reputation was so bad that the offensive made very little head-
way. For the space of two or three years the Cure seemed to be
justified in his belief that he had very little to fear. For all that, he
never felt comfortable when he had to pass the chemist's shop, and,
if he happened to meet the woman in the street, it was he who
looked away, so violent was the effect upon him of her cold, im-
placable glare.

She had waited years for her victim. Her opportunity for revenge
was not so long in coming. The abbe had every excuse for being
caught off his guard, since she was known not to be interested in
young men, and was not likely to be physically attractive to them
She often showed herself arrayed in the "bloomers** which, at thac
time, were fashionable among female cyclists. She sported a low-
cut bodice confined by a belt which was adorned in front by an
enormous clasp engraved with her monogram. Her hair, arranged
"& la Cleo," was parted in the middle, arranged in two shining
bandeaux over her ears, only the lobes of which were visible, and
caught, at the nape of her neck, into a huge yellow "bun" which
rained innumerable pins. Her face was a mass of freckles which
were thickly clustered on her nose and cheek-bones, thining out
above. A few seemed to have strayed into the substance of her wild
and voracious eyes, where they showed like pieces of wreckage in a
waste of sea.

The abbe Calou had profited by Jean's convalescence to complete
his conquest ofhim. Or that, at least, was what he thought. He was,
in this, the dupe of an illusion from which we all suffer in spite of
the lessons of experience. In dealing with human beings, no position